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FaL Glaires,glaffcs, is the onely drinking ; and tor 
thy walles a pretty flighc Drollery, or the Stone of the 
Prodigall, or the Germane hunting in Watcrworke, is 
worih a thoufand of thefe Bed-hanging*, and thefe Fly- 
bitten Tapiftries. Let it betennc pound (if thou canft.) 
Come, if it were not for thy humors, there is not a better 
Wench in England. Go,waftithy face, and draw thy 
A&ion:Come, thou muft not bee in this humour with 
me, come, I know thou was't fee on to this, 

Hofi. Pretbec(Sir M»)letit be but twenty Nobles, 
I loath to pawne my Plate,in good earneft la. 

FaL Let it alone, He make other fhifc :you'l be a fool 

mi 

Hoft. Well, you fhall haue it although I pawne my 
Gowne. Ihopeyou'l come to Supper: You'l pay me al- 
together? 

FaL Will I liuc c* Go with her 3 with her : hooke-on, 
hook e -on. 

Hofl. Will you baue Doll Teare-fkcet meet you at flip- 
per? 

Fal. No more words. Let's haue her, 

Cb.lusl. I haue heard bitter ncwes. 

Fal What's the newes (my good Lord?) 

£hjti. Where lay the King laft night ? 

Mef. AtBafingftokemy Lord. 

Fal. I hope (my Lord Jail's well. What is the newes 
my Lord ? 

ChJufi. Come all his Forces backe? 

Mef No: Fifteene hundred Foot,fiue hundred Horfc 
Are march'd vp to my Lord of Lancafter, 
Againft Northumberland, and the Archbifhop." 1 

FaL Comes the King backe from Wales,my noble L? 

ChJufi. You fhall haue Letters of me prefently, 
Comcgo along with me, good M. Gome, 

FaL My Lord. 

Ch.Itift. What's the matter ? 

FaL Matter Gowre, (hall I entreate you with mec to 
dinner ? 

Govt. I muft waite vpon my good Lord heerc. 
I thankcyou,good Sir Jehu. 

ChJufi. Sir Iohn.yoix loy ter hcere too long. being you 
are to take Souldiers vp, in Countries as you go.i 
FaL Will you iup with me,Mafter Gowre} 
CbJuft. What foolifh Mafter taught you thefe man- 
ners, Sit Iobn? 

FaL Mafter <j<w*r } if they become mee not, hee was a 
pFoole that taught them mce . This is the right Fencing 
fgrace (my Lord) tap for tap,and fo part faire. 

ChJufi. Now the Lord lighten thee, thou art a great 
Eoofe. Exeunt 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Prince Henry, Pmntz> y Bardolfe, 
and Page. 

Prin. Truft me, I am exceeding weary. 
Poin. Is it come to that? I had thought wcarincs durft 
[not haue attach'd one of fo high blood. 
- Prin. Icdothme: though it difcolours the complexion 
of my Grcacnefle to acknowledge it . Doth it not ftiew 
vzldeiy in me, to defire fmall Beere? 

Pain. Why,a Prince (hould not be foloofely ftudied, 


as to remember fo weake a Compofoo^ 
Prince. Belike then, myApptthew 
got ; for (in tioth) I do now , emcmbc r h <h 
ture, Small Beere. But indeedethefe hi,n5>f°° rc Cr ^ 
uonsmakc meoutof louewith^j Greatr fr^^a- 
difgracc is it to me, to remember thy name > n ^ 
thy face to morrow ? Or to take note ho™ t0 kn °\i 
Silk ftockings $ haft* ( Viz,thefe,and thofe^ ^ 
peach-colour d ones:) Or to beare the Inuenr^ 
ftiirts, as one for fuperfluity, and one other f 7 % 
that the Tennis-Court-keeper knows better?!, C * * 
it is a low ebbe of Linnen with thee, when rk f ° r 
not Racket there, as thou baft not done a e T * , k W 
caufe the reft of thy Low Countries,haue m?rl J lc ^ 
eatc rp thy Holland. emadc afliift t0 

Pom. How ill it followes, after you hanr U\ 
hard,you (hould talke fo idlely? Tell 1 me how d fo 
yong Princes would do fo, their Fathers Ivino?"/^ 
yours is? * tJ t> 10 ncke^aj 

Prin. Shall I tell thee one thing, Pointy* 
Poin. Yes : and let it be an excellent «oo<\ vhi 

Prin. Itlhallferueamongwittesofnohi, 3 ] 
ing then thine. ^ ucr oreed. 

Toin Goto : I ftand thepuOi of your one thine tn 
you 1 tell. ,n &» torn 

Prim Why, I tell thee, it is not meet, that I fi, A m 
fad now my Father is ficke : albeit I could, Zlt^ 
to one it pleafes mc/or fault of a better to call m* r 7 
I could be fad,and fad indeed too. * "> M 

PpH Very hardly ,vpon fuch a fubiea. 
Prin, Thou think'ft me as farre in theDiuels Book 
thot> t *nA Fafftafe, for obduracie and perfiftencie Lr t f 
endtiytheman But I tell thee, my hart bleeds^! 
ly, that my Father is fo ficke: and keeping fuch vildeom 
pany as thou art, hath in reafon taken from me, all often- 
tation of forrow. 

Pots. The reafon? 

*>r/*: What would'ft thou think of m e> if I ftold weep> 
Potn. I would thinke thee a moft Princely hypocrite ' 
Prin. It would beeucry mans thought /and thou art 
a blcfled Fcilow,to thinke as euery man thinkes : neuer a 
mans thought in the world, kcepes the Rode-way better 
then thine : euery man would thinke me an Hypocritein. 
deede. And whataccitesyourmoftworflhipfuhhou fi ht 
to thinke fo? 5 

Poin. Why,becaufe you haue beene fo lewde, and fo 
much ingraffed to Falftafe. 
Prin. And to thee. 

Point*. Nay, I am well fpoken of, I can heare it with 
mine owne cares :the worft that they can fay ofmeis,that 
I am a fecond Brother, and that lama propcrFclloweof 
my hands : and thofe two things I confeffe Icanot-hdpe.' 
Looke,looke,here comes 'Bardolfe. 

Prince. AndtheBoy that I gMcFalflafe, hehad him 
frorn me Chriftian.and feeif the fat villain hauenoc trans 
form'd him Ape. 

Enter Bardolfe. 
'Bar. Saue your Grace. 
Prin. And yours,moft Noble 'Bardolfe. 
Poin. Come you pernitious A(Te,y ou bafhfull Fooie, 
muft you be blufting ? Wherefore blufh yoa now f what 
a Maidenly man at Armes are you become ? If it fucha 
matter to get a Pottle-pots Maiden-head ? 

Page. He call'd me euen now (my Lord)through ared 
Lattice, and I could difcernenopart of his face from the 

window 
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^"^t1alUfp?dh is c y cs > and mc thou 8 hc hc had 
VVl £wo holes in the Ale-wiues new Petticoat, & pce- 

?k thr ° U & 
% Awav you horfonVpright Rabbet, way. 

Away, rou rafcally Ahheas dreame,away. 

Tnftru<3 vs Boy : what dreame, Boy t 

(mv Lord ) althea drc ^ m ' d ' rhe W3S dc - 

^f a Rrebrand,and therefore I call him bir dream. 
^ A Crownes-worth of good Interpretation : 

Th erc it is. Boy ^ ^ Blofl r ome could bee kept from 
L ? T' . Wcll,theie is fix pence to prcferue thee. 

TJl if y°" do noc make h[m bc ban§ ' d among you * 

i nallovvesmallbewrong'd. 

line: And how doth thy Mafter, Bardolpb ? 

<L Wellmy good Lord : he heard of your Graces 

rttmioeto Towne. There's a Letter for you. 

W«. Dcliuei J d with good refpefl: And how doth the 
MartUas .your Mafter? 

Herd. In bodily health Sir. 

fein Marry, the immortall part needes a Phyfitian: 
buc that moues not him: though that bee ficke, it dyes 

^prince. I do allow this Wen to bee as familiar with 
m e,as my dogge : and he holds his place, for looke you 

^FtinLetter. Iobn Falfiaffe Knight : (Euery man muft 
knovvthat,as oft as hee hath occafion to name himfeifc:) 
Euen like thofe that are kinne to the King, for they neuer 
pricke their finger ,but they fay,there is fom of the kings 
blood fpilt. How comes that (fayes he) that takes vpon 
him not to conceiue ? the anfwer is as ready as a borrow- 
ed cap : I am the Kings poore Cofin,Sir. 

Frince. Nay, they will be kin to vs,but they wil fetch 
it from Iapbet. But to the Letter: ^—S'/V Iobn Fatjlafe, 
Wight, to the Sonne of ? the IOng, neereft his Father ^ Hams 
Prince of Wales , greeting. 
Foin. Why this is a Certificate. 
Fm» Peace. 
IwR imitate the honourable Romaines in breuit 'te . 

Torn Sure he meanesbreuity in breath: fliort- winded. 
I commend me to tbee y I commend thee % and I leaue thee. Bee 
not too familiar with Pointz, for hee mifitfes thy Fauours fo 
much, that he fweares thou art to marrie his Stfter Nell . Re* 
fcnt At idle Umes as thou may ft, and fo farewell. 

Thine y by yea and no : which is as much as tn fay, as thou 
vfefthim, Iacke Falftaffc^A my Famtliars:. 
John with my Brothers andSifler:& Sir 
, Iohn, with all Europe. 

My Lord, I will ftccpe this Letter in Sack, and make him 
eate it. 

Frin. Thanhs to make him eate twenty of his Words. 
But do you vfe me thus Ned? Muft I marry your Sifter? 

Toin. May the Wench haue no worfc Fortune. But I 
neuer faidlo. 

Prin. Well, thus we play the Fooles with the time.& 
thefpirits of the wife,fu in the c!ouds,and mocke vs : Is 
your M after heere in London ? 

'Bard. Yes my Lord. 

Prin. Where fuppes he? Doth theold3ore,feedein 
the oldFranke? 
2*raf.At the old place my Lord, in Eaft.cheape, 
frin. What Company? 
Page. Ephefians my Lord,ofthe old Church. 
Prin. Sup any women with him ? 


Page. None my Lord,but old Miftris J^^ a rid M. 
DollTeare-jheet. 

Prin. What Pagan may that be? 

A proper Gcntlewoman,Sir, and a Kinfwoman 

of my Mafters. n T1 r 

Trin. Euen fuch Kin, as the Pariih Hcyfors are to the 

Towne-Bull ? 

Shall we ftealevpon them (Ned) at Supper ? 

Poin. I am your fiiadow,my Lord,Ile follow you. 

Prin. Sirrah,you boy, and c Bardolph t no word to your 
Mafter that I am yet in Tdwne. 
There's foryour filence. 

Bar. I hauenotongue,fir. 

Page. And for mine Sir, I will gouerne it. 

Prin. Fare ye well: go. 
This Doli Teare -fhcet fliould bcfomeRode. 

Potn. I warrant you,as common as the way bet weene 
S. Albans,and London* 

Prin. How might vtcCceFalftaffi beftow himfelfeto 
night, in his true colours, and not our felues be feencf 

Poin, Put on two Leather Jerkins, and Aprons, and 
waite vpon him at his Tab!e,like Drawers. 

Prtn. From a God, to a Bull? A heauie declenfion : It 
wasIoue> cafe. From aPrince,toa Prentice,alow tranfi. 
formation, that (hall be mine: for in euery thing,the pur- 
pofe muft v\ cigh with the folly. Follow mc.Ned> Exeunt 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Northumberlandyhu Ladie^andHarrie 
Percies Ladte. 

North, I prethee louing Wife,and gentle Daughter, 
Giue an euen way vnto my rough Affaires: 
Put not you on the vil3ge of the Times, 
And be like them to Percie, troubtefome. 

Wife, i haue giuen ouer, I will fpeak no more, 
Do what you will :your Wifedome, be your guide. 

North, Alas (fwect Wife) my Honor is at pawne, 
And buc my 'going, nothing canredeemeit. 

La. Oh yet»for hcauens fake,go not to thefe Warrs ; 
The Time was (Father) when you broke your word, 
When you were more endeer'd to it,then now, 
When your owne Percy,when my hcart^deere Harry, 
Threw many aNorthward looke,to fee hii Father 
bring vp his Powres r but.he did long in vaine. 
Who then perfwaded you to ttay at home? 
There were two Honorsloft; Yours,and yourSonncs. 
For Yours,may heaueuly glory brighten it : 
For His, it ftuckc vpon hini,as the Sunne 
In the gray vault of Heauen : and by his Light 
Did all the Cheualrie of England moue • 
Todobraue A£ts. He was (indecd)theGla(fe 
Wherein the Noble-Youth did drefle themfeiues. 
He had no Leggcs, that practic*d not his Gate : 
And fpeaking thicke ( which Nature madehis blemiih) 
Became the Accents of the Valiant. 
For thofe that could fpeake low, and tardily, 
Would turne their o wne Perfedtion,to Abufe* 
Tofcemelikehim. So that in Specch,mGate 3 
in Diet, in Affections of delight, 
In Militaric Rules, Humors of Blood, 
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